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"Have you watered the spinach?" and we all filed out
on to the steps and stood at ease watching the fat, well-to-do
Hampshire lambs crowding up against the fence beyond the
lawn. And slowly that immense bus rolled and heaved to
the bottom of the steps in the clear, cold morning.
It gave the effect of the approaching of doom; it gave the
effect of a herd of elephants, being torpedo grey — a compact
herd, pushing shoulder to shoulder, without stragglers;
and it towered above us on the steps with the effect of a
prison wall.
Then someone said :
"Have you got the Turk's Head Compressors?'3 and we
all filed into the bus. It was mysterious and impressive. As if
each of those questions had been military words of command
and we troops deploying to them.
But, of course, it had to be that way if it was to exist at all
successfully, that Community, Their life was almost ideal —
that of peregrinatory players who were quite good Small
Producers and home-centred Small Producers who were
also very good and intelligent actors indeed.
And those questions that were always answered by "Yes,"
were indeed words of command, signals to move, because
if the hoes were not all put away and the lambs fed and the
spinach watered the Small Producer would suffer, and if
all the properties were not on board the bus they would not
be able to play Tartujfe to the children of the Holy Child
Convent near Arlington that evening, or Dreiser's American
Tragedy in Washington to-morrow afternoon.
§
So here we are in the State of Delaware. But we had hardly
got into Hollyoak before perturbations came over me. . . .
Coincidences. . . .
A long way in front of us down the straggling street, at
about five and a half feet above the side- walk, was a conical
object — as it were a sugar-cone with its top cut off, of a
bright, peculiar scarlet. That could only be — but could it

